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her mistress was going. This knowledge brought her professional
tact into play with an automatic force that overcame her injured
feelings, for the new house-maid was cleaning the drawing-room
and it would not do for her to notice things.
"Ethel is in there'm cleaning'm," she said, indicating that the
dining-room was the place for this domestic tragi-comedy.
"You shouldn't have spoken like that to Emma, Philip," said
Tilly, as soon as the faithful servant had withdrawn again.
"Damn Emma! Come in here, both of you," and he pushed his
wife and his child before him into the dining-room. "What I
want to know first of all is this," he began, when they were all
inside; and he actually turned the lock of the door to make sure
of no further invasion; "how long have you two been seeing
each other?"
Tilly who had taken her usual place at the table was begin-
ning to reply when the child cut her short. "Her's been seeing
Mummy and me since Christmas. Her brought Mummy and me
some crystal-ginger, didn't you, Marm? and some Reading bis-
cuits, and some French sardines, and some Spanish olives, and
some Turkish delight, and some tangerine oranges and
some------"
"Here! hold up, kid!" cried Philip, unable to help smiling
at this long enumeration of dainties. It crossed his mind how
extraordinarily characteristic it was of Tilly to woo his mistress
and his mistress' child with objects from the grocer's.
"I went once before Christmas," said Tilly, who through this
whole episode had preserved her equanimity perfectly except
when Philip called Emma "woman." "You've forgotten to tell
MOT that, Nelly!"
"I always knowed," cried the child in a shrill voice, when
she interrupted herself by staring frantically at the little blue
flame under Tilly's polished hot-water urn, and finally by
stretching out a long thin arm towards this strange object, feel-
ing with extended forefinger, to see if that queer flame was hot,
"that father weren't me proper father, by mother pushing me
away when her cried for he. Be lie my proper father?" and she
sidled up close to Tilly in the most coaxing and ingratiating
way, and pointed with her finger at Philip, who now stood with